Four Hands 


Author: peroxide 

Bands: Bon Jovi 

Characters: Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora, David Bryan 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Oct 13 2004 12:0014 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


This story is for entertainment purposes only, it is not based on fact and | do not make any profit from it. 


Jon picked up his cup of coffee from the table and took a long drink from it, then leaned back against Richie's 
chest. They were sprawled on Richie's plush leather couch, where they had been most of the evening. Jon 
closed his eyes and as Richie stroked his hair, finally glad to be alone with him now that David had left. 
"When do Dorothea and the kids come back?" Richie asked. 

"A week on Monday | think," Jon replied. 

Richie grinned, "I've got you all to myself for another eight days?" 


"Yep, just you and me babe." 


Jon turned towards Richie and pressed a kiss to his lips, after a few minutes Richie pulled away. 


"Are you gonna stay here for a few days then?" He used big puppy eyes knowing that Jon wouldn't resist. 
"Yeah if you want, I'll need to go home and get some stuff, | could go in the morning though." 


"Well its up to you, but if you go now we could have a nice long lie-in in the morning," Richie ran his hand up 


Jon's thigh. 


"Yeah, | think I'll go now, get it done with. | won't be long, while I'm gone why don't you choose us a nice hot 
film to watch." He planted a quick kiss on Richie's lips, grabbed his keys and went out to his car. 


Just as Jon put the key in the car door a hand wrapped around his waist, another pressed a cloth to his face, 


he struggled for a second in panic as the chemical fumes hit his system, then he went limp, unconscious. 


When Jon woke up fear and panic shot through him, his arms were pulled up above his head, his feet were 
stretched apart and chained to the floor, he tried to scream but only managed to whimper around the cloth 
gag that filled his mouth. As he struggled in his bindings he became aware of two things, firstly he was naked, 
secondly he was in a dungeon of some sort judging by the amount of equipment around him. He tried to look 


around but was unable to turn, he continued to struggle until his shoulders screamed and his wrists throbbed. 


Jon heard a door open behind him and whimpered and struggled some more as he tried to twist around and 
see who it was. A hand grabbed him roughly by the hair and pressed something over his face, he felt soft 
velvet against his eyelids as it was pulled tightly around his head blocking his sight. He whimpered as the hands 
stroked down his cheek, he trembled as another hand moved down his back. He heard the door behind him open 
again, and the fear heightened once more as he heard footsteps behind him, suddenly his focus was brought 
back to the hands as they rubbed something cold into his back and buttocks, it soon stopped feeling cold and 
started to burn slightly, he tried to pull away from the hands, but couldn't, when he heard the unmistakable 
sound of a whip crack behind him he went into full panic mode, barely even noticing the warm trickle of liquid 
running down his thigh as the fear took over. He struggled relentlessly against the bonds until the whip fell 
again, he cried out against the gag as pain streaked down his back, just as the pain subsided the whip fell again, 
after the third blow he stopped struggling and waited for the next lash, but it did not come, instead a hand 


trailed down his stomach and wrapped around his cock, under the gentle ministrations he felt himself get hard. 


Jon had always responded well to bondage, some of his favourite times had been when Richie had tied him up 
then whipped and fucked him. He had trouble restraining his response to this situation, especially when he felt 
a soft warm mouth envelop his cock, he groaned as a hand joined the mouth giving him a full cock and ball 
massage. Just as he found himself almost relaxing into it the whip fell repeatedly against his back and 
buttocks, each time bringing fresh burning Pain. He found himself bucking into the mouth whenever he lurched 
away from the fire raining on his behind, he panted and groaned as his climax neared, then just as he was 


right on the edge the whip and the mouth both stopped. 


After a few minutes Jon felt fingers at his mouth, forcing it open, he felt cold water fill his mouth and 
swallowed quickly, then he felt nothing again for what seemed like hours but was actually just minutes. 
Suddenly with no warning he felt his left nipple being roughly pinched, then cried out as pain radiated outward 


from it, he could almost feel the individual bites of the teeth on the clamp that now trapped it. He cried out 
again as his right nipple was treated the same. It left him in breathless agony. He panted against the gag as 
hands took his now almost soft cock. When he felt the unmistakable feel of cold metal surround it he struggled 
helplessly. 


As Jon whimpered softly the hands started gently stroking his body again, this time they rubbed something 
soothing on his still smarting buttocks and back, he could feel four hands stroking him, every now and then one 
would pull gently on the ripple clamps and stroke casually over his balls. As his cock tried to get hard in its 
metal confinement he felt new pain, between pants he groaned and sobbed as his body seemed to be reduced 
to just pleasure and fire as the hands travelled over him. One minute they would be gentle and soft, then the 


next would be burning agony. 


When one of the hands slipped down between his buttocks he tensed, but the insistent fingers were well lubed 
and slipped into him quickly, he groaned when they found his prostate, and stroked it for several minutes, as 
his cock strained against its metal prison the pain throbbed through him, his tears soaked the blindfold, the 
sound of his sobs and gasps filled the room. When the fingers were removed he cried out at the emptiness, 
but not for long, he was soon sobbing and gasping in pleasure-pain again when a butt-plug was pushed inside 


him. The hands gave him a few more caresses then he felt them releasing his hands. 


Jon cried out as his arms were lowered, the feeling suddenly returning to them, his knees gave way and one 
pair of hands supported him as the others un-chained his ankles then lifted him up by his legs. He was 
helpless as they carried him across the room, he couldn't resist as they lowered his quivering body onto a 
soft mattress. He only struggled slightly as they pulled his arms behind him and bent his knees back, cuffing 
his ankles and wrists together. He was left like that, trembling and whimpering as every slight movement shot 
fresh pain through part of his body, his nipple clamps snagged against the cloth, sending fire across his chest. 
His cock throbbed under his stomach as it was pressed into the mattress, and the plug moved in his ass 


every time he did. 


Jon thought about Richie as he quivered on the bed, was he out looking for him, or had he thought that Jon 
had changed his mind about staying over, Jon wished now that he had not decided to go and get his things that 
night, if only he had stayed there in Richie's arms he would never have gotten into this mess, he would be 
safely curled up in bed with his lover now, instead of being gagged and bound. 


It seemed like ages later when he heard the door open again, he groaned when he felt hands stroking his hair, 
then other hands lowering his legs, his wrists were then released, but just as the feeling came back they were 
pulled above his head he was turned so he was laying on his side. Soft hands ran down his chest and caressed 
his balls, then moved up to pull on the nipple clamps at the same time as the other hands stroked his back 
and wriggled the butt-plug, he groaned and gasped at the pleasure and pain as the plug was removed, then 
cried out as the pain hit when the clamps were released. He was quivering with need when he felt the soft 
naked skin of the man behind him press up against him. He groaned and sobbed as he felt a cock nudge against 
his opening then push inside. 


Jon panted and cried out as his trapped cock tried to swell in its restriction, after a few minutes of the cock 


thrusting inside him he was sobbing with pent up frustration and pain. He felt another nude body press up 
against his front, His hips bucked as he was sandwiched between the two men, the one infront pushed his cock 
between Jon's legs, then thrusted in counter-time to the one behind. Jon sobbed raggedly as he felt the cock 
rub against his balls, every movement sending a burst of fire through his cock, he had never felt pain like it, 
yet still his cock struggled to get hard in the small metal tube. He felt the stickiness of the man's pre-come 
between his thighs. The man behind ground deeper into him, he felt the hands of the one in front touch his 
face, then suddenly the blindfold and gag were gone. 


Jon blinked as the light hit his eyes, then he focused on the face infront of him. The hands wiped away his 
tears and soft familiar lips pressed against his. "Richie, oh god Richie! You..." Jon groaned, then he felt lips press 
against his shoulder and turned to see the blond curls, "David? You.. Ahh... hurts..Need to..Hurts..Good..Please 
let me..Hurts..Ahh..so good.." he cried as David and Richie both thrust harder. 


"Oh god, l'm gonna.." David groaned. 

Richie quickly slipped a hand down to Jon's cock and released it from its metal case, Jon instantly climaxed 
with a scream and a jumble of words, David moaned as he tensed deep inside Jon, Richie rubbed himself quickly 
between Jon's legs following soon after with a groan of his own 

"So what do you think of our new dungeon then?" Richie asked with a grin as he released Jon's still trembling 


body. 


The End? 


